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ground, and Europe feels that if the young men who
in 1914-18 sacrificed their lives for a phantom could
speak to-day, then, like a hurricane, they wguld call out
to mankind that eleven million died in vain, died for
nothing, died to no purpose. The dream of ever-
lasting peace has had to be buried.

The grave-diggers once more are prospering, and
with them those who try every means to patch up the
wounded so as to be able to send more cannon-fodder
to the front.

Goring visits a military hospital at the front. He
wanders pleasantly round between the beds. He deals
out gifts, chats to the groaning men; but he sees nothing
of the great suffering. He thinks that this is part of it
all, that all must give their lives up for Hitler and
himself, that all must die when it is a question of
realizing both their plans.

In the operation-rooms lie thousands of men waiting
to have their legs amputated, men whose bullet-
chattered lungs must be healed, blind men calling for
light. It is only now, when total darkness has come
upon them, that they see that the mankind which
allowed this war is living in a dreadful spiritual
darkness.

The wards are filled with the sounds of moaning
and groaning. Goring smiles at them. Eighteen-year-
old volunteers shout out for their mothers. Goring
deals out his Iron Grosses among them. Peasants*
sons, who have been fetched from the harvesting, are
now lying without arms on sacks of straw in temporary
hospitals. Never more can they clasp their sweet-
hearts. Meanwhile Goring sends crosses of honour
to the widows.